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The Revenge Of The Drummer 


„Hey, FUCKER! | wanna have a word with you!" 
Rob turns around to look at Lars. 


The drummer is nearly fuming. 


His eyes are deadly daggers of green flames. 

Rob hastily steps back a little. 

"What's up, dude?" he asks, getting nervous. 

Lars comes near, gazing at Rob in his Danish fury. 


Rob steps back, again. 
His back hits the wall. 


"So „Let's see, FUCKER!" 

Lars stands in front of him and eyes him up and down. 

Rob feels the waves of disgust which are constantly bursting from Lars‘ body. 
He lays his palms flatly to the wall and tries to move sideways to slip away, and run and run and run ... 
"YOU!" 

Lars hisses in Rob's face, performing his best imitation of a green mamba. 
Rob swallows hard. 

"Fucker! What have you done to Kirk?" 

"Sor .. sorry? .. What do you mean with .. what do | have done to Kirk?" 
Again, Rob tries to get away by making a quick step to the right side. 


But Lars sticks to him. 


His face is just millimetres in front of Rob's, now. 


Rob begins to shake. 
Those Danes could be VERY dangerous! 


You'll never know! 

"Ah, dude? .. What do you want from me? Can | help you ..!" 

"Of course", Lars hisses. 

Drops of saliva are hitting Rob's face. 

"Fucker! Kirk came into my office, glued himself on my couch, and has got me mad by trying to tell me that 


the FUCKING BASS you gave him is a FUCKING GUITAR!" 


Rob shrugs and holds up his hands. 


He doesn't want Lars to explode. 


"Sorry, dude! Really! But But, you see, Kirk THINKS this bass is a guitar. I'm so sorry! I've tried my very best 
to talk him out of this idea. But .No way! He didn't believe me." 


"FUCK! FUCKING FUCK! ... FUCK!" 
Lars grabs Rob's t-shirt, nearly ripping it to pieces. 


"WHY?" 
Rob shrugs again. 
"Well, the thing has SIX strings, y'know ..' 


Lars stares at him, eyes blank. 


Then, he lets go of Rob's shirt and carefully smoothes down the fabric, patting Rob's chest. 


Then, he pats Rob's cheek, too. 


He gives him his nicest Lars-smile. 


Rob exhales. 
He hasn't noted he had held his breath. 


"Well, in that case ..." 


Lars gives him a pleased smile and a nod, again. 


"If there are SIX strings, I'll take back every fucking thing, dude. SIX strings can't be fucking mistaken .. The 
fucker MUST be a guitar!" 


